ThcTragedic. 

Dat, yi boone (my foueraigne) for my fcruioe done. 

Km, I pray thee peace, my (oulc u full of forow. 

Dm-. I will not rife vnleilcyour highnclTe graunt, 

Kw. Then fpcake at once, what it is thou demaundeft i 
Dm-. The forfeit (foucraignc) of my feruants life. 

Who flew to day a ryotou s gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of N orffolke. 

Km, Haue I a tongue to doomemy brother* death, 

And lliall the fame giue pardon to a flaue- 
My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, 

^nd yet his puniflimen was cruel!, death, 

Whofuedto meforhira ?who in myrage, 

Kneeldatmy feeteandbad mebeaduildc^ i 

Who fpakc of brother-hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poorcfoulc did forfake 
The mightie vvarwicke,and did fight for me i 
Who told me in the field by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downc,herefcued me, 

^ndfaid, deare brother, liue and be aKing i 
Who told me when wc bothlay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne armes, and gauc himfclfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night/ 

All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvallailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d * 

The precious Image of our dcarc Redeemer, 

You ftraight areon your knees for pardon, pardon* : - uU ' 

And f vniiiftly too,muft graunt iryou. 

But for my brother, not a man would fpcake, 

Nor X (vngracious) fpcake vnto myfelfe. 

For him, poore foulc •• The proudeft of you all 
Haue benebcholdcn to him in his life, 

Yet noncofyou would oncepleadefor hislife: 

Oh God,! feare thy iuftice will take holde 

On me,and you, and mine, and your for this* (Exit. 

Come Ha flings, helpc me to my clofet,oh poore Clarence 


of Richird the Third, 

6$, This is the fruit of rawnctfc : markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred ofthe Queene, 

Lookt pale when theydid heare of Glarencc death. 

Oh, they did vrge it (till vnto the King, 

Godwill reuenge it.Butcom«}etsin 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 
Enter ‘Dutches ofTorke with Qarence Children. 

y^.Tcll tnc good Granam,is our father dead / 

Dut. No boy. (bread 

2 ty.Why do you wringyour hands and beateyour 
Andcric, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne i 

Girle, Why do you lookeon vs and (hake your head ? 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaics, 

If that our noble father be aliue ? 

Dut. My prittie Cofcns, you miftakc me much, 

Ido lament the ficknefte of the King : 
e^sloth to loofe him,now your fathers dead: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that's loft. 

‘Boj.Thta Granam you conclude that he is dead,. 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effeift. 

Dut, Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and lhallaw innocents, 

You cannot gefte who caufde your fathers death. 

"Boy, Granam,we can : for my good Vncle Glocefter 
Toldme,thc King prouoked by theQueene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheekes, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit (hould ftealefuch gentle (hipes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is.my fonne.y ea and therein my (hame: 

Y et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

-Sej.Thinkc you my Vncle did dilTemble, Granam? 

Dut. I Boy. 

S 9j. I cannot thinke it,harke, what noifeis this l 


